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Summary: It's Deadpool and Spider-Man's anniversary. Spider-Man has 
finally decided to take the next step. Things start to get a little 
rocky when he finds out that Wade has taken a job however. (I 
literally can't say anything else with out spoiling the plot. Just 
read it . ) 


1 . Deep Breaths 

Spider-Man touched down softly onto the rooftop, and crept quietly 
toward a familiar figure crouched near the edge. He made sure to keep 
out of the other man's sight, doing his best to blend into the 
shadows provided by a towering skyscraper. His breaths came long and 
low, too loud in the still air. He held his breath. _Better_. He 
skulked closer and closer until, finally, he was able to reach out 
his hand and- 

"You know, I thought spiders were supposed to be _quiet_. " The man in 
red and black said without turning around. 

"Gaaaahhh!" Spider-Man jumped and snapped his hands back to his 
chest. "How do you do that!?" 

Deadpool smirked. "_Oh_, I've got _loads_ of skills that you don't 
know about baby boy. That, and I was totally checking out your ass 
the last four or five times you swung past this ledge. Am I right to 
assume that my little itsy-bitsy spider was looking for 
me?" 

"_Okay_, I swung past maybe _once_-" 

"I would disagree, it was at least twice." 

"-and I've told you not to call me itsy-bitsy." Spider-Man plopped 
down next to Deadpool and elbowed him sharply in the ribs. 



"And I've told you, _darling_, " Deadpool returned Spider-Man's jab 
with a shove of his own. "That I'll stop calling you that when you 
prove to me _otherwise_. " Deadpool ' s grin was evident even underneath 
the fabric of his mask. 

"Well then I suppose it's a good thing it's our anniversary." 
Spider-Man placed a feather light kiss mischievously onto Deadpool ' s 
astonished lips. "You won't have to wait any longer." 

"Youa€lyou meana€ 1 that . . . uma€ 1 " Spider-Man waited for his boyfriend 
to stumble onto a coherent sentence. Wade could talk his ear off all 
day, but even the slightest bit of affection could transform into the 
mercenary into a blathering mess. He wasn't exactly helping matters 
either. His hands were busy tracing tiny patterns into Deadpool ' s 
uniform. He liked touching his boyfriend, sue him. 

"Tonight, you and I are going to have dinner like we planned. But 
it's _not_ going to be at that fancy and ridiculously overpriced 
place with a name that I can't pronounce like I know you were 
planning on taking me to. No, don't give me that look, I've got 
skills _too_, you know." Spider-Man moved so that he was straddling 
Wade's lap. 

"But that was supposed to be a surprise," Wade protested weakly. 
Spider-Man hooked his arms around Deadpool ' s neck and silenced him 
with a dry kiss. He was really starting to hate these masks. They 
deserved a _proper_ kiss, goddammit. 

"Instead, you are coming over to _my place_, and I'm going to make 
some of the best damn food you've ever tasted." He smirked at the 
look of confusion growing on his boyfriend's face. "Use your words, 
Wade . " 

"a€ll still think it's unfair that you know my name and I don't know 
yours . " 

"Well that's going to change after tonight baby." Wade drew back and 
gave him a _look_. "What, you can call me all the ridiculous pet 
names you want, but I can't call you baby?" Wade shook his head. "Oh, 
the name thing?" Wade nodded vigorously, so much so that if it were 
not for his healing factor, Spider-Man might have worried about him 
hurting his neck. "Well, I just figured, it would probably be nice to 
bare all before we, well, _bared all_, if you catch my drift. That 
is, if that's okay with you." 

Wade nodded his head slowly, apparently at a loss for words. _God_, 
Spider-Man loved being able to do that to him. "You're really going 
toa€ 1 I thought we said no gifts?" 

Peter groaned. _0f course_ that was how Wade would see it. "Wade. 

This is not a gift. I didn't just wake up this morning and go, 'you 
know what would be fun? Revealing my biggest secret to the man I 
love.'" Spider-Man placed his hands on either side of Wade's face and 
gently tugged him so that they could see eye to eye. "No babe, this 
has been a long time coming. It's not a reward, not a gift; it's our 
next step . " 

Wade swallowed thickly. "You sure Spidey? It's a pretty big 
step . " 



"I'm sure . 


"Oh, okay. Yeah. Okay. Yeah" He paused for a moment, considering. 
"Okay . " 

"Wade, that was like three okay's. Area€ 1 are _you_ okay with this?" 
Spider-man asked nervously, carefully watching his boyfriend's face 
for any miniscule aberration that might betray his 
disinclination. 

"I am, justa€ 1 _shit_, spidey, give a guy a minute, would ya?" Wade 
groaned, letting himself fall back onto the hard surface of the 
rooftop with his hand over his eyes and his legs kicking out over the 
edge . 

It was then that Spider-Man noticed the bag. "Wade, what's 
that ? " 

"You're gonna have to be a bit more specific bug-a-boo. Are you 
referring to the pigeon shit, my _fantastic_ rock-hard abs, or your 
own comely form?" Wade replied, his response somewhat muffled by his 
hand . 

"The _bag_, Wade. And don't try and give my any of your lying 
bullshit. We both know what that bag is for." Oh, he was _seething 
_now. _Today_? Of all days, he decided to do this _today_? 

"I don't suppose I can convince you that it was such a beautiful day 
that I decided to clean my guns outside for a change?" He looked at 
Spider-Man hopefully. 

"Fifty stories up? I don't think so." Peter spat. "Try again. This 
time with the truth." 

"Fine. I have a job." Wade slumped over to his weapons, drawing them 
toward him like a mother polar bear might her cubs. 

"No duh . " Spider-Man rolled his eyes. "How could you do this, Wade? I 
mean for chrissakes, it's our _anniversary_. I literally just invited 
you into _my bed_. Being with you and knowing that those same hands 
just killed someone. That they probably had another person's _blood_ 
on them just hours earlier? It ' sa€ 1 It ' sa€ 1 " The web-slinger 
floundered about for a moment, searching for the right word. "a€ 1 it ' s 
icky!" He blurted, flinging the words at his boyfriend, who was 
looking like a kicked puppy. 

"See?" Wade splayed out his fingers in front of him helplessly. "This 

is why I didn't tell you. I knew you'd react like this." Wade held up 

a finger, cutting off Spider-Man as he opened his mouth to resume his 
rant. "No, let me finish. Yes I have a job. No, it isn't exactly 
kosher. And yeah, no, I don't really even want to do it." 

"Then why-" Spider-Man started, but was interrupted by Wade 
again . 

"I accepted the job a long time ago. I put it off for a long time, 
but my time is running out. The timing sucks, but that's just how it 

is. The guy who's paying me isn't exactly the kind of guy you want to 

piss off. The guy he wants dead has got it coming. Initially, the bid 
was upwards of 40 mill, just for this one guy. And I'm sorry, but you 



don't have that big of a price for a single guy without a really good 
reason . " 

"I don't care what anybody may or may not have done, _Deadpool_, or 
how much money you're making. Killing people is wrong. You know that 
too, or you wouldn't have hidden this from me." 

"I do know that sweetheart." Peter shrank away from the endearment 
that tumbled effortlessly out of the mercenary's mouth. Wade 
continued, drooping slightly at Spider-man's reaction. "Just, 

_please_ let me finish. You can decide if you want to be mad at me 
afterwards." Taking his boyfriend's silence as permission for him to 
tell his story, he went on. 

"Like I said, it was 40 million dollars _initially_. I'm only doing 
it for half of that. You see, my employer _really_ hates this guy. To 
the point where it makes even _me_ uncomfortable. He didn't just want 
him dead, no that wasn't good enough. He wanted him to die a slow and 
painful death. Preferably one that involved a combination of fire, 
acid, and _lots_ of different kinds of knives. He was _very 
_specific. It didn't stop there though. He wanted things done to the 
body after the deed too. Really, really terrible things, the most 
innocent of which was skinning the man and bringing it back as proof 
of the kill. Stuff most meres wouldn't even do normally, but 40 
million is a _lot _of cash. And money has a way of twisting people's 
minds . 

"Now, this was just after I met you, back when I was still trying to 
figure out how to be a good guy. So I approached this sicko and said 
'look. I'll do it, but on one condition. I'm not doing any of that 
sick shit. It's gross, it's _wrong_. I get to finish him with a clean 
headshot, or no deal.' Of course he just laughed in my face and asked 
why, exactly I thought he'd agree to that. To which I said 'I'll do 
it for half price.' Now _that _got his attention. He might've been a 
depraved son of a bitch, but even he could recognize a deal. After 
all, I _am_ the best there is at what I do, and what I do is 
_negot late Deadpool stopped and sucked air into his lungs for what 
felt like the first time since he began his story. He stole a wary 
glance at his spider, trying his best to decipher his expression 
through his mask. 

Spider-Man thought about what Deadpool had just said. It made sense, 
in a twisted way. He could certainly see why Deadpool would think 
that this was an acceptable solution to a nasty situation. However, 
that didn't mean that felt the same way. 

"Look Wade, I'm not sure what you want me to say here. I get it, I 
do, but I can't just condone this. Killing is _never_ the best 
option, or even the right one, " Spider-Man pleaded. 

"Then tell me what to do baby, 'cause I'm not really seeing another 
option here," Wade asked morosely. 

"You could protect this guy, or turn him over to police. Hell, you 
could even turn in your 'employer'. From what you've told me, it 
seems like he has something coming his way anyway." 

Wade nodded, hearing Peter's options, but when he realized that that 
was the extent of his list, he slowly shook his head. "I've already 
thought of all that baby boy. I can't protect him, there are just too 



many gunning for his head." Deadpool held up his hand, ticking down 
his fingers as he rattled off each remonstrat ion . "I can't just 'turn 
him over to the police' because of a few little things called 
'evidence' and 'reasonable doubt'. From the surface, this guy is 
squeaky clean. Dirt doesn't even stick to him. Most people don't even 
know his identity, much less what he does. And as for my employer, 
there's just no touching him. He has friends on the force, he'd get 
sprung in no time. Plus, surprise, surprise, you can still organize a 
hit even from the inside of a prison. 

"So yeah, the only way to deal with him would be to sleep him with 
the fishes instead of my target. But that presents a problem in 
itself. He is surrounded by guards _all the time_. He's got 24/7 
security, and ties to quite a few of the local gangs. Even if I could 
take him out, I'd have his goons coming after me left and right. Of 
course, that's not even factoring in all the mercenaries that would 
be coming after me." 

"Mercenaries?" Spider-Man inquired. 

"Yeah, surprisingly enough, killing your boss is a big no no. If you 
welch out on a deal, it makes _everyone_ look bad. So yeah, they tend 
to take it upon themselves to beat some sense into you. Plus there's 
the whole 'Raaargh, you robbed me of my payload' schtick. And that's 
_assuming_ that he hasn't written the contract somewhere into his 
will. Dead doesn't always mean forgotten," Wade finished. 

Spider-man wrung his hands, his mind racing faster than an Olympic 
athlete, trying his best to think of a way out of this situation. As 
the silence stretched on however, he realized that it was a futile 
effort. "Okaya€ 1 okay . It's a sucky situation. But just because I 
understanda€ 1 because I-" Spider-Man gulped, forcing the words out of 
his throat. "Because I accept what you have to do. That doesn't mean 
that I'm okay with it. I don't _want _this man to die. I can't just 
_shrug off_ a man's life you can." 

Deadpool reached forward, bridging the distance between them. "I 
don't expect to you, sweetheart. Hell, I don't _ever_ want you to be 
okay with this. You live in the light, and I'm sure as hell not going 
to be the one that drags you into my darkness." He paused, gathering 
his thoughts. "And as to the _how_ of me being able to do this, well 
I guess you could say that-" 

"Don't say you're doing him a favor, Wade. Justa€ 1 don ' t . I honestly 
don't know if I could look at you ever again if you say that. So 
pleasea€ 1 just don't." Spider-Man trembled in Deadpool ' s embrace. 
Somehow, his boyfriends warmth was both exactly what he needed right 
now and the single most repulsive thing to him at the moment. He 
couldn't decide if he just wanted to snuggle in and let Wade make it 
all better, or if he should just push Deadpool away and get out of 
this while he still could. Unable to make a decision, he just hung 
limply in the man's arms. 

"No, no!" The arms holding Spider-Man shook with each vocal tremor. I 
wasn't going to say that! I would _never_ say that. Why would you 
even think that? 

"No, that's a stupid question. Of _course _you would think that. No 
sugar-muffin, I was just going to say that I don't see it so much as 
ending a man's life than preventing his _suffering_. You're fortunate 



not to know real pain, baby boy. It does things to you. Sometimes 
it's not even the pain that's the worst part. Sometimes it's simply 
the knowledge that no matter what you do, it's not going to end. 
_Ever_. I can only pray that you never feel that helpless, Spidey." 
Wade trailed off, and Spider-Man could tell that he was reliving his 
days back in the workshop. He squashed down the tiny urge to tell 
Wade that he was a superhero, he knew pain. Wade rarely talked about 
his life before he donned the crimson and black spandex get-up, but 
what little he revealed made Spider-Man sure that nothing that he had 
ever experienced came even remotely close to Wade's hell. 

"It's okay Wade, you don't have to explain," Spider-Man said gently, 
softly pressing a kiss to his cheek. "Like I said, I 
understand . " 

"Yeah, you 'understand', but you think I'm lower than dirt," Wade 
barked out sharply, his laughter hanging darkly in the crisp air. "I 
guess it's a good thing I'm done with this shit." 

"What?" 

"Oh," Wade grinned sheepishly. "I was going to tell you at dinner, 
but I guess this is as good a time as any. I'm quitting mere work. 

Not just temporarily either, after tonight, I'm completely done-zo. 
It's why I'm doing this tonight. Yeah, it's our _anniversary_, which 
sucks and feels terrible, but it somehow seemed _worse_, continuing 
on and doing this _after_. Like, I dunno, breaking a trust or 
something. Anyways, what I'm trying to say is that I-" Spider-Man 
didn't get a chance to hear the rest of Wade's sentence because all 
of a sudden he was _kissing_ him, and it felt so _right_. Wait, no it 
didn't. _Stupid masks_, Peter grumbled inwardly. The fabric was 
seriously harshing on his spontaneous pronouncement of approval. He 
ripped off his boyfriend's mask with the hand that wasn't currently 
snaking around to grab the man's ass. He rolled his own mask up to 
his nose and dived back in to continue their makeout . He was 
surprised then, when his lips did not meet flesh but the rough 
texture of Wade's hand. He stopped and looke up in surprise. 

"Is something wrong?" He asked breathlessly. Wade looked pointedly at 
Peter's mask and lightly jabbed him in the forehead. 

"Any particular reason why I'm here sitting pretty, but you're still 
covered up?" 

"Didn't want to ruin the surprise," Peter answered breathlessly, 
moving in to mouth at his boyfriend's neck. 

"You were going to show me _anyways_, why not _now_. Let the schmexy 
times commence, " Wade smirked. Doing his best to push away their 
earlier argument, Peter grinned into Wade's neck. 

"Nuh-uh. I have a plan." 

"Oh, you have a _plan_. " 

"Yep, and it involves me cooking you dinner, " Peter spoke between 
peppering kisses down Wade's collarbone. 


"Mexican? " 



"Wade, it's our anniversary." 

"Soooa€ 1 " 

"Of course we're having Mexican." Wade broke out into a grin even as 
his chutzpa started to wilt from the attention his spider was giving 
to his neck. "I'm going to text you my address, say six-ish, and 
you're going to come over in something that isn't a hoodie and jeans, 
and if I like what I see, then I'm going to open the door and let you 
into my _home._" 

Wade shivered. "And what will you be wearing, my little 
spider-mix? " 

"Oh, who knows? But you know what I won't be wearing?" Spider-Man 
paused for effect. 

"Underwear?" Great, leave it to Wade to ruin a mood. 

"No, babe. I'm going to be at home, waiting for you, and when I 
finally get to see you, I'm going to be _maskless_. " Spider-Man 
whispered the last part in Wade's ear. Wade let out a low 
moan . 

"Fuuuuck, baby boy. You sure you don't just want to tell me now? I 
promise I'll be good." Spider-Man looked up at his boyfriend. The man 
was breathing raggedly, clearly at least a little aroused. A few 
hours from now, that would be exactly how he would want his boyfriend 
to look. But not right now. No matter how delicious Wade looked, he 
wanted tonight to be _perfect_. Somehow sharing their special night 
on a grimy rooftop in front of a building with large picture windows 
facing towards them seemed less that perfect. 

"Nah, baby. The last thing I want is you accidentally blowing up our 
house with fireworks. Remember our six month? 

"What the thing with the rabbit?" 

"Yes, the thing with the rabbit." 

"It was one time. Besides, I don't even think I'm allowed in that 
particular Olive Garden anymore." 

"That doesn't exactly fill me with confidence." 

"I could help you cook. That could be romantic." Wade suggested 
hopefully . 

"No, I want to build the suspense. Besides," peter leaned in to 
whisper one last parting remark. "This will give you enough time to 
decide whether you want me to fuck you into the mattress so hard that 
you forget your own name, or if you'd have me bounce up and down on 
your cock, and we both see how loud I can scream." Spider-Man pulled 
away from Wade's frozen embrace, snickering at the way his mouth hung 
agape, and leaped of the rooftop. Oh, he was an evil, _evil_ 
man . 


2 . Choking on our Love 



Deadpool watched his boyfriend swing away on his web as he gathered 
up his mere gear to depart. He hated to see him go, but _dang_ did he 
like to watch him leave. Few things got his heart racing like 
watching his spider dance through the air. The way he was able to 
twist and turn, and the finesse of which he was capable often made 
Wade wonder if he wasn't showing off just a little. He was convinced 
that he was . 

He was loved the little displays Spidey put on for him. It gave him 
thrills knowing that it was just for him. The web slinger had been 
getting bolder lately. Sure, he still refused to tell his Avengers 
team members about their relationship, but Wade could understand 
that. It was a matter of job security, and he and the avengers rarely 
saw eye to eye. On the rare occasions when they teamed up however, 
Spider-Man would take every opportunity he could find to dash by Wade 
simply to whisper sweet nothings in his ear. Wade was pretty sure he 
got off on it, if their post-fight make-out sessions were anything to 
go by . 

Wade grinned as he realized that he would now be able to stare into 
his baby boy's eyes during said kissing. Or, not _during_ them, that 
would be creepy, but like, before and after. He'd finally be able to 
actually be truly intimate with his spider. It wasn't like they had 
never done anything before. They'd had some pretty heavy make-out 
sessions, and there had definitely been groping and some frottage 
that had ended ina€ 1 completion, but they had yet to actually do 
anything outside of their respective spandex shells. 

So yeah, they hadn't either done anything in the entire year that 
they'd been dating, and they kept their masks on for every date. A 
situation that suited them both just fine. 

It was hardly a secret that Wade had a bit of a complex about his 
looks. Spidey knew about the scars, had even seen them on a few 
occasions, but there was no way that Wade was going to frighten the 
hero any more than he already had. Not that he'd been scared. Wade 
remembered the first time Spider-Man had seen his scars, back before 
they were dating. He hadn't even blinked. Didn't even seem to see 
them really. He simply kept talking to Wade as if he was an ordinary 
person. As if he deserved normal treatment. As if he was more than 
the dirt under the X-Men ' s perfectly polished boots. If Wade was 
being perfectly honest with himself, it had been unnerving. Since 
them. Spider-man had been nothing but cordial to him, acting like he 
wasn't the monster that he knew himself to be. On occasion, he even 
asked Deadpool to take off the mask, a question to which he always 
gave the same answer. 

'I'll show you mine if you show me yours.' Every time the question 
was asked with a mixture of trepidation and excitement, though lately 
is had been leaning more heavily toward the latter. It hadn't 
mattered though, because he was always met with a weighty silence. 

But that was about to change. 

His honey-muffin actually trusted him enough to reveal his identity. 
It wasn't like Wade had been pressing the issue, if he had a right to 
his mask, then of course his boyfriend did too, but he had always 
hoped that their relationship, wherever it went, would be strong 
enough to last a real unmasking. 


Even now however, Wade felt a shadow of doubt creep into his mind 



turning his earlier sunny thoughts dark. He couldn't help it. Even 
after _an entire year_, he was unable to believe that anyone could 
love him for himself. It wasn't even his looks necessarily, by now he 
more or less trusted that the wall crawler was past the superficial 
aspect of their relationship. 

No, Wade was honestly sure of whether he was deserving of that love. 
His boyfriend was back at home, no doubt making preparations for what 
would surely be the _best night of his life_, and he was, going out 
to kill someone. 

He remembered Peter's reaction, how angry he had been when he found 
out Deadpool had taken a job. How he calmed down only when Wade 
explained to him the extenuating circumstances of this particular 
hit. His horrified face when Wade had told him of the tortures that 
lied in wait for the poor sap. The conflict that was apparent even 
through the mask as he tried to come up with other options. The 
grudging acceptance in his eyes as Wade lied. 

Because he had lied. To protect his boyfriend, to be sure, but still. 
He had lied. He hadn't taken the job months ago. He had only even 
heard about it two weeks prior. He _didn't _know that his mark was a 
bad man. He could be, Wade supposed, but he hadn't really done any 
research into his target. What he had told Peter about this being his 
last job was true. He wouldn't have taken it at all really, but there 
had been so much money, and the thought of all of the ways he could 
spoil his boyfriend with it had just been too tempting to resist. 
Yeah, Webs would be mad if he ever found out, blood money and all 
that, but Wade would just make sure he never would. 

Wade adjusted his gun bag, its strap carving lesions into his skin, 
just to be healed as quickly as they appeared. It was a perfect time 
for a hit; Bright enough to see his target, and absolutely _no_ wind, 
a rarity in Manhattan. He glanced down at the address in his hand to 
make sure he was going the right direction. His employer had been 
surprisingly helpful in locating objective. Usually he was lucky if 
he got a name to go with the face, or vice versa. This guy had put 
together a dossier containing a name and address, photos, both posed 
and candid, as well as a list of his favorite hangout spots. All in 
all, it was actually some pretty impressive work. 

Not that he would show Spidey. Wade had noted, during their 
conversation, that there was one question that he had neglected to 
ask. No, not neglected_, avoided_. 

Who _was_ his target? Who exactly _was_ Deadpool going to kill? 
Spider-Man did not accept this part of Wade. His other quirks? Sure. 
The murderous psychopathic nature he sometimes had a hard time 
controlling? Not So much. He knew he had put the hero in an awkward 
situation, and not asking was Spidey 's way of dealing with it, 
buta€ 1 it made him feel dirty. It was like this was Spider-Man's way 
of washing his hands of him. Of ignoring him. He knew he should feel 
guilty, it was his own fault after all, but somehow, he couldn't 
bring himself to care. 

Finally approaching his destination, Wade climbed to the top of the 
building outside the apartment. Once he had chosen a decent spot, he 
started methodically setting up his equipment. He pointed his gun 
toward the apartment complex. 



"Lessee, one, two, three up, and one, two across. There you are." 
Having found the correct room, Deadpool took a moment to compare his 
picture to the man inside. They were obviously the same person. They 
both had the same unruly chocolate brown hair and the same pearly 
smile. Deadpool watched a moment as the man danced around his 
apartment. He seemed really happy. Wade's stomach knotted. If he had 
been bothering to analyze his feelings, he would have detected this 
feeling as regret, but he had long since conditioned himself to be 
emotionless while in the field. Give him a spatula, he was a cook. 
Give him a dress, he was one sexy motherfucker. Put a gun in his 
hands, and he was a killer. Simple as that. Wade checked the wind one 
last time. Wait- was that smoke? Wade peered through the scope. Yep, 
the guy was definitely cooking what appeared to be dinner for two. Or 
had been at least, currently the food was too crispy for him to even 
identify what is was. He watched his mark pout at his ruined food. 
From the look of the table behind him, it would seem that he had a 
date later. Whoever the lucky, or unlucky person as it were, was, 
they were going to be sorely disappointed. Again, Wade felt his 
not-regret twinge. He frowned. He had a job to do. He couldn't afford 
to have the luxury of a conscience. 

Deadpool lined up the shot one last time, putting the crosshairs 
directly on the center of Mr. Pretty Boy's head. "Goodbye, Peter 
Parker, " Wade said softly, pulling the trigger even as the head 
snapped up and the mop of hair dove to the side trying desperately, 
he assumed, to avoid his bullet. 

xxxxxxx 

Peter hummed softly to himself, dancing around his tiny kitchen. He 
was elated that Wade was quitting mercenary work. Or, at least, he 
was quitting the part of his job that involved killing. Peter wasn't 
entirely sure that Wade would be able to give up being a mercenary 
completely, it was his job after all, but he felt confident that he 
would be able to look past the criminal nature of Deadpool ' s job as 
long as it did not require contract killings. 

Peter remembered the look on Wade face when he had told him of his 
news. Yes, he had seemed scared, a little sheepish even, but to 
Peter, he had never looked more beautiful. He smiled. Everything was 
coming together. Initially, he had made no secret of his misgivings 
about the mere, but nowa€ 1 now he couldn't imagine spending his time 
with anyone else. Ignoring their earlier squabble, today was going to 
be perfect . 

He had set the table earlier, before he had gone out on patrol. He 
hadn't lit the candles yet, because, well fire hazard, but they stood 
tall and proud in their place on the table. He had even managed to 
find the time to stop and grab some roses on the way home. Most of 
which had met their demise as Peter tore off all of their petals and 
scattered them around the floor, leaving a trail into the bedroom, 
but he had kept a single rose in the only vase he owned as a center 
piece for the table. 

Even as Peter turned to attend to the enchiladas he was cooking for 
their date, he couldn't help but sneak a few wayward glances at his 
handiwork. It wasn't overly extravagant, but it did have a certain je 
ne sals quo! about it that Peter thought suited them just fine. He 
couldn't help but imagine the look on Wade's face when he showed up. 
In all likelihood, they would just skip dinner and head straight 



toward the bedroom, but Peter was determined to put in the effort 
anyway . 


He stretched languidly and strode to the window, opening it and 
breathing in the fresh air. He hadn't really noticed earlier, but it 
really was nice out. Maybe he and Wade could go for a walk later. A 
jolt of exhilaration shot through him as he realized that they would 
actually be able to do mundane things like that together now. It 
wasn't like they never went out- they did- but they were always in 
costume, or at least their masks. Whenever they went out in public, 
Peter had never been able to fully enjoy himself. He was always 
looking over his shoulder to see if any capes or paparazzi would 
catch them. Wade wasn't any help either. He had kept asking why, if 
his spider was so nervous, he didn't just forgo the mask entirely, go 
on an entirely candid date. Peter wanted to, god had he wanted to, 
but in the back of his mind he just kept picturing Gwen and MJ, and 
everyone else he had failed by letting them into his life. He knew it 
was stupid, Wade couldn't die, but still, he just couldn't take that 
chance . Not with Wade. 

A burning scent caused him to turn back around. Well, so much for 
their meal together. He quickly turned off the heat and placed their 
dinner onto his good china. Good china in this case referring to the 
one set of ceramic plates he owned, a moving-out gift from Aunt May. 
He sniffed their dinner, it seemed edible. It wouldn't be their most 
_delicious _meal ever, but that was hardly the point of tonight. 

Peter grinned, maybe Wade _would_ get his wish and cook the two of 
them dinner. 

He remembered the last tie his boyfriend had made them dinner. He had 
worn a ruffled pink apron and no matter how much Peter had protested, 
he was unable to stop Wade from singing 90s pop songs. As much as 
Peter loved his boyfriend, he really did not have the voice for 
singing. But the sight of him in that aprona€ 1 Peter felt his mouth go 

dry. He could not wait to see that apron again. Idly, he wondered 

what the chances were that Wade would bring it with him tonight. 

After a brief moment of deliberation, he decided that the odds were 
actually pretty high. 

Peter's daydreaming was interrupted by a sharp tingling sensation 
coursing up and down his spine. He glanced around wildly. His spider 
sense? He was at home! No one knew about him, at least no one that he 

didn't trust completely. There was no reason for it, no reason for 

him to be so scared. And he was scared. It wasn't the mild WARNING: 
DANGER PRESENT sort of feeling he got while flying over the city. 

This was not directed at someone else. This was not someone who 
planned to injure him. No, he was going to die. Quickly, he zoned in 
to where he felt the dangerous presence and squinted. He caught a 
glimpse of red and black spandex. 

Oh. It was Wade. He had followed him home. He tried to relax, but the 
adrenaline sending shivers through his body refused. It was _Wade_, 
what was-? 

It was then that he caught a reflection of light bouncing off of cold 
hard metal. _A gun_. Deadpool was pointing a gun at him. At _him_. He 
felt his blood go cold. He hadn't asked who Wade's target was-he 
hadn't wanted to know. He just wanted to put this whole thing behind 
them, he had never considered the possibility that _he_ was the 
target . 



He had to stop this. Had to tell Deadpool to stop. He dove for his 
phone. He could call Deadpool. Explain. It didn't have to end this 
way. It didn't have to- 


xxxxxx 

Deadpool stepped into the cramped apartment. He sniffed. Once you got 
over the smoky aroma, it actually smelled pretty good in here. He 
stepped over to the plated food. 

"Ooh, still warm." He carried the plate back over to the table and 
dug in. It was not the best thing he had ever eaten, but it was still 
pretty good. Wade supposed that if it hadn't been burnt, it probably 
would've tasted much better. He hoped whatever Spidey was preparing 
for tonight would be half as good as this. 

As he munched, he surveyed the room. Parker had obviously put a lot 
of effort into decorating. There were rose petals _everywhere_; on 
the table, on the floor. He glanced down at Parker's corpse resting 
on a bed of petals. 

"Probably not the kind of bed you were hoping for, but I guess it's 
better than nothing". He examined his handiwork. It was a clean shot. 
One bullet to the head. From what he could figure, the man had died 
instantly. He breathed a sigh of relief. That was one less thing to 
lie to Spider-Man about. He could honestly say that he avoided any 
suffering on the behalf of the victim. Parker's Date on the other 
handa€ 1 He looked around, trying to find any pictures that might lend 
a clue as to who the lucky lady (or man, who was he to judge?) might 
be. He pushed himself back from the table and strolled around the 
apartment. The only pictures he could find were ones of an older 
looking lady. Probably a mother or grandmother. Possibly an aunt. 

He turned back to the body. The romantic scene was marred somewhat by 
the crimson stain leaching its way into the carpet and the brain 
matter splayed across the walls. It might have been a clean shot, but 
that in no way meant that it was sanitary. This guy was definitely 
going to have a closed casket funeral. Oh well, Wade had always found 
them to be more tasteful anyway. 

He reached into his and pulled out his phone. His employer had said 
that he needed photographic evidence in order to receive his money. 
Wade was grateful that enough of Parker's face remained to be useful 
in identifying him. Otherwise, he would have had to actually cut off 
the head and return it to his employer so that they could his teeth 
to identify him. Or maybe, Deadpool mused, he would be able to make 
do with just the lower jaw. It would be much less messy, and would 
probably achieve the same result. He briefly wondered if he should 
bring it back anyway, just in casea€ 1 no. He didn't want to get 
bloodstains on his suit. He could imagine the horror on Spidey 's face 
if he showed up with blood on his suit after a contract 
killing . 

AlthoughaO 1 he wasn't going to show up in his suit. Plus, he had been 
planning on taking a shower anywaya€ 1 Wade shook his head. No, if his 
ill' spider-muffin were to hear about this killing on the news, Wade 
didn't need him hearing that he had ripped of a guy's jaw for 
'identification purposes'. 



He leaned down and snapped a selfie with the body. He sent the 
picture to his employer with a caption that said: Mission Complete 
; ) . After a few moments, he got a reply that simply stated that his 
funds would be transferred shortly. 

His work done, he gathered up his gear and left, heading home to get 
ready for his date later that night. As he walked home, he couldn't 
help but put a skip in his step in anticipation of the wonderful 
night he and his spider were about to have. 


End 
f ile . 



